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And harrows thee with whirlpool and with storm. 
Evening, her blue-black arras thick with stars 
Arching above this garden, and the house 
Of Night enclose the garden's heaving floor; 
A million stars are drowned, not too deep 
To ride and flash like silver lanterns, there ; 
And the night breeze sweeps cool, and yet more cool 
Across the garden and its dark, swift hills, 
And lo! upon the moving waters' face, 
The Gardener walking, veiled in majesty ! 

Ill 

Do you remember that long- vanished night, 
Master, upon the lake of Galilee, 
When the rude, boist'rous waves did sore affright 
Matthieu and Marc and stronger men than me? 
Then, in the fourth watch, when all hope was gone, 
A radiance and a quiet 'round them grew, 
And, like a Gardener on some still, smooth lawn, 
A Spirit walked the waves — ah, Lord, 'twas you ! 
And some there were who cried out at that wraith 
(That seemed) that trod the murderous sea, 
But Peter (who am I) said in his faith : 
' ' Lord, if it be thou, bid me come to thee ! ' ' 
Yea, of that Garden, to keep watch and ward, 
Make me your under-gardener, Lord! 

Samuel McCoy. 



MUSIC 

BY LOUISE MORGAN SILL 



What strange, dim agitation shakes my soul, 
And in what world unknown do I now breathe?. 
Am I a god that I should feel this glow 
Of high-wrought ecstasy? What billows roll 
Over my consciousness? What waters seethe 
Within the quiet depths of my pale being 
And there create such tides of ebb and flow? 

• ••••• 

I have uprisen, and life lies far below. 
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Here is at last the world whereof I dreamed 

From my first hour, when earthly life became 

My present doom, and I forgot the past — 

Save when some blue unearthly dawn-light gleamed 

Suddenly right athwart the night — a flame 

Of other spheres I did not always see; 

But when thou earnest, Music, with this power 

That opens my blind eyes— the miracle hour! 

hour miraculous! To stand upright 
And search beyond the boundaries of life 
Into the Holy Secret. . . . That were worth 
More than life's value though it blind the sight 
Forever: unknown force is born, is rife 
Within the soul — all deeds are possible — 
The stars are suns, and the familiar sun 
Burns wider, fuses, till all worlds are one. 

And through that sea of timeless glory swings 
In measured cadence man's resistless wave — 
Conscious and living to its utmost drop. 
In rhythm with all other waves it sings, 
And echoes tireless the song it saves. 
Onward and irresistible it moves 
Nor ever knows the barrier of a shore, 
Brave, glad, responsive, free for evermore. 

O Music, if thy spell can bring again 
The world's dead days that time has sloughed away — 
So dead, yet in their essences alive — 
If thou again canst give us their old pain 
Or their delight, their yea to life or nay, 
If thou canst do so much, how more can Death, 
Thy master, give us back all we have cost 
To God, all we have missed and thought was lost! 

Louise Mobgan Sill. 
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